BARBARIAN STORIES

'Who was it?' said Quintus. 'Where have they
taken him?'

'They did/ said Mottu again; 'for the River - for
the God/

Quintus thought of the mistletoe, and shoved back
the blankets, reaching quietly for his armour. 'We'll
save him. Tell me where and when!'

'The jetty/ she answered. 'It comes to-night-
soon.'

'What comes?' said Quintus, but the woman only
shook her head, trembling, and when he asked her if
this had been done before she seemed not to know,
but suddenly pointed up with a last whisper before
she went: 'Because of the rain.'

Quintus slipped out of the house and whistled
twice. In three minutes the centurion was there and
all his men, as quietly as possible. They waited to see
if they had roused anyone, but when, after a little time,
Quintus found himself still alone with his Romans,
he began to explain. The centurion fidgeted and
scratched his head and at last said: 'They won't be
grateful, sir.' 'But Nertorix will be,' said Quintus,
'if we get his child away. And he's the one that
matters.' 'I don't know,' the centurion muttered.
-'They're queer folks, these savages. He may want it
too; you .can't tell,' 'He's not so bad as all that, though;
why, I've lived with him for two weeks! Besides -
I'm fond of that baby. Come on.' But all the same
he wished he knew what was the It that came for
the sacrifice.
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